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THE 


Old Wife's TALE, c. 


E Gods! dear Friend, where have you been? 
Your Abſence to me Ages ſeem : 


So long you've left the buſy Town, 
That I a very Mope am grown. 

The Heart-akes I have felt for you, 
Are both too many and too true. 

But ſtriving hard with ſullen Fits, 
Again I've ſummon'd up my Wits, 
To try if I with Mirth can pleaſe 
The Man whoſe Pleaſure brings me Eaſe. 


Sa S* 


To ſute the Times, and be in Faſhion ; 
To help to fave a ſinking Nation; 
To talk and write fine Politicks ; 
To ſearch into the Statęſinan's Tricks; 
To eaſe the People of a Plague, 
Pray who would grudge the laſt Fatigue ? 


Or wou'd you think a Female old, 
Without her Teeth ſhould be ſo bold, 
| A 2 To 


(4) 
To-grin and ſnarl at State-Proceedrng, . 
Tho! ſhe as loſt all Senſe of Feeling ? 


For, wra pt in Flanel, Cloth and Fur, 
She cannot hear poor Puſſy purr---- 


With Spectacles grown to her Noſe, 
= Old Tales the tells in Verſe and Proſe. 


Of Men and Things ſhe'll ſometimes write, ; 
Then mumbling wiſhes ſhe could fight, - © + 
And help to ſet the wrong aright. LEES © | 


She ſays, a Hundred Years ago, 
The Spaniard dard not ſay us no 
| Our Forces and our Brains fo ſtrong, 
| Like Whirlwinds drove our Foes along 
| That when they did not chuſe to fight. 
Some would ſpeak plain, and others write, 
Then, tott'ring in her Wicker-Chair, ki 
With half-ſhut Eyes and cunning Leer, 
Quoth ſhe, I will to you repeat 
Some Lines I never mention'd yet 4 : 

A Letter ſent to cunning No -I, 

By one whoſe Wit was quick and droll; 
Then down ſhe caſt the recking Pipe, 
Reviv'd ſhe ſeem'd, and rais'd to Life, 


Then wip'd the Slaver from her Lip, eig 
Of nut-brown Nappy took a Tip, 
And grumbled out what's underwrit. w 0 


( #73 
* How I've ſpent my Hours of Leiſure, 


« You'll find by reading this with Pleaſure ; 77 
© Then how you'll pleaſe to conſtr' it, elf AA 
© Is what I never thought of yet. - 


© But I can ſay with Confidence, 

© I bear to you no Hate prepenſe, 

© But write with very good Intent, 

And much your Honour's Caſe lament, 

© That Juſtice is not done you yet, 

When you for Dying are ſo fit. 

© How great an Injury they do 

* Themſelves, and eke the ſame to you! | 

© The longer they defer the Be > 

© The more they'll rue their doing fo. 

© To You moſt juſtly, ſure, belongs 

© The Fame of Dying for our Wrongs. 

© To eaſe a People thus oppreſt, 

And number you among the B/e/t, 

© Muſt to your Soul be Conſolation, | | 

© Tho? here you quit a Migbiy Station. 

This cheering Thought you'll have at Jaſt, 

When you revolve your Actions paſt, t,. 

© Of Benefits that will atiſe 1 IST Ee 

© When Death thinks fit to cloſe your FAS | 

© Your K---- will loſe Achitophel—— 
(May none hereafter * fo nu L lidon bak? 

The 


CE ) 
© The People be from Bondage free, 


© With which they've long been yet by thee. 


A Bondage little inferior, 
When Moſes prov'd Deliverer 
* To Hfrael's Children, org diſtreſt, 
His Conduct brought em Peace and Nen; 
Then will you's Reformer be, 
© (A Tith -—- much belov'd by Thee) 
© In theſe moſt horrid wicked Times, 
© When Virtue ſtoops to Helliſh Crimes. 
© © Religion ſhall be then reſtor'd, 
© Liberty aſſerted, Truth ador'd, 
© Parhamental Priv'lege gain'd at laſt ; 
© Oh may they ever hold em faſt! 


© Then will much better Laws preſide, 
© Rapine and Plunder laid afide; 
© The Country once again in Peace, 
Soon as your wicked Rule ſhall ceaſe, 
© Then Juſtice ſhall erect her Head, 
© And Patriot-Zeal riſe in your ſtead. 
„All this, when you expire, we hope, 
Be it by Ax, or Silken Rope. 
© Dying, you'll prove a Father dear ; 
For while you e, we ever fear; 
* And nothing can we call our own, 
© While you adminiſter Alone. 


6 As 


(IF 1 
© As from your Death we hope for Eaſe, 
We languiſb till the Siſters pleaſe 0 
JTo cut in twain your vital Thread, 
And wrap you up in Sheets of Lead. 


Let theſe Reflections fill your Breaſt, 
© If cer you paſs to-----endleſ5 Reſt, 
That Fate is not to- Merit kind, 
That Death and Cupid both are blind; 
© The aft you've felt, the firſt — 
© You can't the fatal Stroke perceive. 


© Death is indeed a Sadire jaſt, 1 pid 


© No Bribe can ſtay his killing Thruſt. 


© The Good; you've donè if you die ſoon, 


© May make you really better Rom 
© 'th* Shades below; they Il ſoon (be. fill'd | 
© With Dons our Jolly Blades have kill'd. 
© You then will;be an 4Zoneſt Ghoſt, + 
And ſhun a. Bribe from S Coaſt. . 

© How your the Univerſal Joy, 
When you're po more your Maſter's bet. 


c To haſten this great Good indeed, 


Is why I writes is hM Mou read 


c Then ſhould it have its wiſh'd Effect, 


©] hope you'll own I write correct. 


c You'll quickly be ou of the Reach 
Of Men whom only Malice teach: 


c Your 


EY) 


* Your Enemies can only wounẽ 


© Which Strobe you then no more can feel, 

© Than now you think of Commonweal. 
© That you may ſoon in Safety be, 

© So wiſhes your grateful Country ;_ 

© This the Deſire and Prayer of all, 

© The Good, the Bad, the Great, the Small. S 
© In this all Sets and Sorts agree, | 


« Your Shadow, when you re 2. Gand; Jan 


© That when you're dead, the Nation's free: 3: 


© This the Deſire of every Briton, .- 


And this the Tale the old Wife hit on. 


Here, noble Friend, I end my weak 001 


"Tis now, I think, I've told you all 
The News that I can heap mis 
Unleſs a Word about the Weather, 
Which fills my aking Bones with Pain, 
And draws a Cloud o'er drowſy Brain. 
That your Idea fills my Heart, 
And never ſhall from thence depart, - 
Are Facts I need not write to v0, 
Nor how much I am pay” Adieu. 
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